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girl's lips as she thought of various outstanding examples of the
incredible simplicity of D. No-man's selfishness. She thought
of all the nights—and there seemed five or six years of them
instead of five or six months—during which at intervals that
seemed to her "as regular as clockwork" she had submitted
to D. No-man's excited caresses.
She extinguished her cigarette and lit another. The window
of her tea-shop was not quite opposite D. No-man's house, and
therefore, unless he actually leaned his head pretty far out, it
was impossible to catch a glimpse of him.
"Think of his never once having asked me to go up to his
rooms! Of course, I don't want to go. It's nothing to me what
his rooms are like. But it does seem odd, and Jenny once said it
proved beyond question that he didn't really love me. Jenny
said that men when they really love us always want us in their
rooms, so as to have the scent of us left there, and the feeling
of us, and the thought of how we looked and what we said
and did."
At this point Wizzie's thoughts were interrupted by observ-
ing that Lovie, having finished her pears and licked her fin-
gers, had brought out between her sash and her frock that
crumpled simulacrum of a paper doll she had been playing
with in the armchair. She was now deriving unbelievable satis-
faction from pretending to make this forlorn substitute for a
second Lovie, this Lovie, "once removed," whose "new
mummy" was the real Lovie, lick up whatever drops of pear-
juice sweetness might be supposed to remain on that extremely
bare plate. "How the child makes herself at home, wherever
she is!" Wizzie thought. "She might be in the caravan, with
Grummy stirring the pot for supper, or she might be in"—
and the girl's fancy called up, as she contemplated D. No-man's
attic-window, the pleasant warmth, on that grey afternoon, of
a snug little parlour of her own. Why hadn't D. No-man made
an attempt to get a little home for her?
Yes, there was reason enough for Jenny's perpetual harp-
ing on his selfishness! But why hadn't Jenny herself encour-
aged her to press him to give her a place of her own? Simply
because she wanted to keep her in Friary Lane. That was life.
Everybody wanted what suited them best!
Jenny had been as bad as D. No-man in that respect. It would
have been nothing less then desolation to her if they'd thrown

